


THE LIFE OF TYMON 

O F ATHENS. 


<tABus Trimus. Scoena Trima. 



Enter Poet, Painter \ Jeweller + Merchant ^and Mercer, 
at feaeralldoores. 

Poet. 

lOoddaySir. 

Pain. 1 am glad y'are well. 
Poet. 1 haue not iecne you long, how goes 
the World? 

It weares fir, as it growes. 
. I that's well knowne : 
But what particular Rarity ? What ftrange, 
Which manifold record not matches : fee 
Magicke of Bounty, all thefe fpirits thy power 
Hath coniurM to attend. 
I know the Merchant. 

Tain. I know them both : th others a Iewdler* 
UWer. Otis a worthy Lord. 
Jew. Nay that's mod fixt. 

Mer. A moft incomparable man, breath'd as it were. 
To an vnty reable and continuatc goodneffe : 
He pafles. 

Jew* Ihauealewellhcere. 

Mer. O pray let's fee't. For the Lord Ttmonfnf 

Jewel. If he will touch the eftimate. But for that— 

Poet. When we for rccompence haueprais'd the vild, 
It ftaines the glory in that happy Verfe, 
Which aptly fings the good. 

Lftfer. Tis a good forme. 

Jewel. And rich : hcere is a Water looke ye. 

Pain. You arc rapt fir,infomc worke, lomcDedica- 
tion to the great Lord. 

Poet. A thing (lipt idlely from me. 
Our Poefie is a* a Gownc, which vies 
From whence 'tis notiriftn : thefire i'th'FHnt 
Shewes not, till it be ft* ooke : our gentle fLme 
Prouokcs it felfc, and like the currant fly e s 
Each bound it chafes. What haueyou there? 

Pain. A Ps&urc fir : when comes your Booke forth ? 

Poet. Vpon the heeles of my prcfentment fir* 
Let's fee your peece. 

Pain. 'Tis a go >d Peece. 

®oet. So 'tis", t ns comes off wcll,and excellent. 

Pain. Indifferent. 
, Poet. Admirable: How this grace 
Speakes his owne ftanding : what a mcntall power 
This eye (hootes forth? How bigge imagination 
Moues in this Lip, to th'dumbnefie of the gefture, 


One might interpret. 

Pain. It is a pretty mocking of the life* 
Heere is a touch ; Is'c good? 

Poet. I will fay of it, 
It Tutors Nature, Artificial! ftrife 
Liucs in thefe toutches, liuclier then life. 

Enter certaine Senators. 
Pain. How this Lor<J is followed. 
Poet. The Senators of Athens, happy men* 
Pain. Looke moe« 

Po You fee this confluencc;this great flood ofvifitors 
I haue in this rough worke, fhap'd out a man 
Whom this beneath world doth embrace and hugge 
With amplcft entertainrr.cnt : My free drift 
Halts not particularly^ but moues it fclfe 
In a wide Sea of wax, no leuell'd malice 
J nfctSrs one comma in the courfe I hold. 
But flirj an Eagle fl ght, bold, and forth on, . 
Leaning no Tiact bchinde. 

Patn. How fhalllvnderftandyou? 

Poet. I will vnboult to you. 
Yo j lee how all Conditions, how all Minde?, 
As well of glib and flipp'ry Creatures, as 
OfGraue and aurtere qualitie, tender downe 
Their feruiccs to Lord Ttmon : his large fortune, 
Vpon his good and gracious Nature hanging, 
Subdues and properties to his loue and tendance 
A ; I forts of hearts; yca,from the glaffc-fac'd Flatterer 
To AfemantiUi that few things loues better 
Then to abhorre himfclfc ; cucn hee drops downe 
The knee before him, and returnes in peace 
Mod rich in Timens nod. 

Pain. I faw them fpeake together. 

Poet. Sir,I haue vpon a high and pleafant hill 
Feign'd Fortune to be thron'd. 
ThcBafeo'th'Mount 

Is rank'd with alldeferts, al! kinde of Natures 
That labour on the bofome of this Sphere, 
To propagate their ftates ; among'ft them all, 
Wnofe eyes are on this Soueraigne Lady fixty 
One do I perfonatc of Lord Timws frame, 
Whom Fortune with her luory hand wafts to her, 
Whofepiefent grace k toprefent flaues and feruantf 
TranflatcshisRiuals. 

Pain Tis conceyu'd, to fcope 

VVit 


This Throne,this Fortune,and this Hill me tbiokct 


TimonofdAtkens. 
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.ATTtb^nTma^beT^n'd fro*) the reft below, 
Line his head againft the fieepy Mount 
X diinbc his happineffe,wouid be well expreft 
In'ourCondition^ 

poet. Nay Sir, hm heare me on : 
Mltbofe. which were his Feliowea bat oilate, 
'cflpic better then his valew ; on the moment 
follow his rtrides, his Lobbies fill with tendance, 
n in eSacrificiall whifperings in his care, 
ike Sacred euro his ftyrrop, and through blip . 
rjrinkc the free Ayrc. 
Vito. I n^arry, what oi tbeie ? 
fott. When Fortune in her fliitt and change of mood 
cparnes downe her late hebued ; all his Dependants 
VVbich labour'd after him to the Moirotaine* top, 
gucaoii their knees and hand, let him fit downe,- 
tfot one accompanying his declining foot. 

fain. Tis common: 
^tbottfand moral! Paintings I can fiiew, 
That (hall demonff rate thefe quicke blowes of Fortunes, 
More pregnantly then words. Yet you do well , 
To {hew Lord 77«w#,tbac meane eyes haue fecne 
Tbc toot aboue the head. 

Trumpets fomd. 
Enter Lord Timm\ addrctfivghrmfdfe ctsrtcottflj 
to every Sat or. 

Tim. Imprifofl*dishc,fayyow? 

(J'fef. I my good Lord, fine Talents is his debt, 
His meaner moft (hort, his Creditors mod ftraitc: 
taut Honourable Letter he deftres 
To thofc haue fiiut him vp, which failing, 
periods his comfort. 

Tm. Noble Ventidituyi&x 
I am not of that Feather, to fhakc off 
My friend wh^i he muft neede me. I do know him 
AGcntleman,that well deferues a helpe, 
Which he (hall haue. lie pay the debt, and free him. 

Tttef. Your Lordfliip euer bindes him. 

Tim. Commend me to him,l will fend his ranfome, 
And being enfranchised bid him come to me 5 
Tis not enough to helpe the Feeble vp, 
But to firpport him after. Fare you well. 

7#ef. Al! happineiTe to your Honor. Exit. 

Inter an old Athenian. 

Olim. Lord Tawfltf >hcarc me fpeake. 

Tim. Freely good Father. 

Oldm. Thou haft a Seruant nam'd Lnciliui. 

Tim. I haue fo : What of him ? 

Olim. Moft Noble Timon y call the man before thee. 

Tim. Attends he heere, or no? Lucilliw. 

Lac. Heere at your LordftVips feruicc. 

Oklus. This Fellow heere, L.Timon, this thy Creature, 
By night frequents my houfc. I am a man 
That f rem my firft hauebeene inclin'd to thrift, 
And my cftatc deferues an Heyre more rais*d, 
Then one which holds a Trencher. 

Tim. Well : what further? 
Old. Onconely Daughter haue I, no Kin elfc, 
On whom I may conferre what I haue got : 
The Maid is faircja'th'youngeft for a Bride, 
And I haue bred her at my deercft coft 
In Qualities of the beft. This man of thine 
Attempts her loue : I pry thee (Noble Lord) 


Exit 


Zoyne with me to forbid him her refort, 
My felfc haue fpokc in vainc, 
7w. The man is honeft. 
Oldm. Therefore he will be Timon, 
His honefty rewards hina in it felfe, 
It muft not beare my Daughter. 
Tim. Does Che loue h\m ? 
Oldm. Sheisvonganciapt ; 
Our owne precedent paffiens do inftru<9: vs 
What lenities in youth. 
Tsm. Lone you the Maid? 
Luc. I my good Lord,and flic accepts of it, 
Oldm. If in her Marriage my confent be milling, 
I ca'dtheGodsco witneiTc,! will choofe/ 
Mine heyre from forth the Beggers of the world^ 
And difpoffcife her all. 

Tim. How {hall fhe be endowed, 
If (Tie be mated with an equall Husband? i 

Oldm. Three Talents on the prefent • in future, all. 
Tim. This Gentleman of mine 
Hathfcru'd me long:* 
To build his Fortune, I will ftratne a little, 
For'tisaBondinmen, Giue him thy Daughter, 
What you beftow, in him He counterpoize, 
And make him weigh with her. 

Olim. MoftNoble Lord, 
Pawnc mc to this your Honour, (he i$ his* 

Tim. My hand to thee, 
Mine Honour on my promife. 

Lnc. Humbiy I thanke your Lord^ip, ncuer may 
That ftatc or Fortune fjjl into my keeping, 
Which is not owed to you. 

Poet. Vouchfafe my Labour, 
And longliuc your Lordfhip. 

Tim. I thanke yo^you fl^ll heare from me anon : 
Go not away. What haue you there, my Friend ? 

Pain. A peece of Painting.which I do befeech 
Your Lordfhip to accept. 

Tim. Painting is welcome. 
The painting is almoft the Naturall man : 
For fince Diftionor Traffickes wirh mans Nature,, 
He is but out-fide : Thefe Penfii'd Figures are 
gtien fuch as they giue out. I like your worke, 
And you fhall finde I like ic ; Waits attendance 
Till you heare further from me. 
. Pain. The Gocb preferue ye. 

Tim. Well fare you Gentleman : giue me your hand,, 
We muft needs dine together: fir your Iewell 
Hath fuflered vnder praifc. 

Jewel. What my Lord, difpraife? 
Tim. A meerefaciety of Commendations, 
If I (hould pay yoafcr"?; an e tis extold, 
It would vnclew me quite. 

Jewel. My Lord, Vis rated 
As thofc which fell would giue :but you well know, 
Things of like valcw differing in the Owners, 
Arc prized by their Matters. Belecu't dsere Lord, 
You mend the Iewell by the wearing it. 

Tim. Wellmock'd. Enter Jfermantu*. 

Mer. No my good Lordjie fpcakesjf common toong 
Which ail men fpeake with him. 

T im. Looke who comes heere,will you be chid? 
Jewel. Wec'l beare with your Lordfhip* 
Mer. Hce'lfparenone. 
Tim* Good morrow to thee, 
Gentle Afermaxttu. 
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